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the Rakshasas called magic to his aid, mounted into
the air in a chariot all unseen by the enemy, and
harassed the attacking forces with enchanted arrows.
So effective was this ruse that Rama and Lakshmana
were both severely wounded and fell to the ground.
Then the fighting was stayed and the Rakshasa in his
airy chariot flashed into sight. " Behold/' he cried,
' your leaders fall. Pick up your dead, ye poor
deluded Monkeys; go back from whence ye came,
and hide your wounds and shame in the deepest,
darkest recesses of the forests to which you belong."

Sugriva ran to the side of the prostrate Rama and
dropped many bitter tears upon him. But at that
moment Rama opened his eyes, and seeing his brother
stretched at his side, apparently dead, closed them
again in despair. This had a bracing effect upon
Sugriva, who flung his arms about his head and
declared his intention of rescuing Sita by himself
and then setting fire to the town. Then the Wind,
the kindly god which cheers the heart in drought
and foretells the coming of cool, refreshing showers,
whispered in the ear of the half-unconscious Rama :

" Rama of the brawny arms, remember the
greatness of thy heart. Be true to thyself. Thy
mission is to cleanse the world of evil, which is
embodied in hideous form in the persons of Ravana
and his crew." At these words the heart of the hero
revived, and he leapt to his feet, while Lakshmana
also arose with the laughter which goes before
conquest in his eyes. Then the desperate fight
began again.